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Emerberg.

Elee!

Servant.

O my lord, my lord!

(He -falls, wounded, at the feet of the Icing.)
Ottolcar (talcing up his sword, which he had laid down near the
tree).
Be it then!

(Enter Milota.)

Ottolcar.

Milota, assist thy king!

Seyfried.

Art friend or foe thou ?
Milota.

Your foe not, indeed 1

Leads to Moravia this road?

Ottolcar.

O Milota!

Milota.

My brother, Benesch Dieditz, sends regards.

He died as one bereft of sense and reason.

My cousin Bertha raves beside his bier.

Mind me not, sirs!   I pass.   Good luck to you!

(He wraps himself in his cloak and departs.)
Ottolcar.

Thou goest hence, and I can't call thee knave?

I was thy master, thou, forever cursed!

Seyfried.

Surrender!
Ottolcar.

Not thus tak'st thou Ottokar!
Let arms decide between us!

(He steps forward; his injured foot pains.)

Bear me, foot!
This is no time to smart.   Make room for us!r Milota, help!    Enemies!    0 help!
